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WRITTEN FOrt THE SUNDAY RRItlRUC
So nervous that he shudders at the sight

of a stranger; so melancholy and suspicious
that his friends pass him by; too indolent
to care for his health; and too

to listen to the calls of ambition;
Edmond Rostand, author of "Cyrano de
Bergerac" and a dozen other plays In verse,
leads tho life of an hermit In
his elegant home In Paris.

Now and then word goes out that his
mind Is that he. Is the hopeless
victim of brain malady. Then
corns scathing

that hint of deliberate
and declare that the poet-hcrm- lt Is

only tired.
With the view of setting at ret these

stories your jour-
neyed to the hermitage, in Rue Alphonse da
Neuiille. Rostand's welcome was almost
cordial certainly it was not formal. He
said ha felt more like himself than ror many

-- weeks past; and was in a pleasantly retro-
spective mood.

He looks older, no doubt of that, his high,
forehead and thin face seem higher and
thinner than ever, and tho inevitable ci-

garette burns constantly between the thin
lips or nervous fingers. He has an air of
tired anxiety, and the shy look of a ed

man. He talks languidly, with
only an occasional gesture or shrug of the
shoulders; but he talks and
not like a man whose wits have gone
astray.

First, to talk of the press;
and his fanoled wrongs at tho hands of cer-
tain critics of international fame. He was
bitter, and talked from the standpoint of an
old man. To have heard, and not seen him,
one would havo fancied that the wall came

UKITTEX lYJU TIIK SUNDAY fiKfTELK'.
Verllj-- . what is happiness, and at what

potio.1 Is mankind happiest?
It Is a proposition tli.it anybody is witl-

ing to discuss, ami upon which it in doubtful
If any two persons have exactly the same
opinion.

In the tlrst place, what is happiness?
Here is how the American
Dictionary defines it:
HAPrixuPS.

1. !orad luck, srool fortune.
i, The Quality or state of beln;; luppv

a Mate in nnlrh all desires are mlsOd: tho
1 Icasursble arising from tti jtfatinea-tlo- n

of all desires, and the enjoyment of plcai.-iie- s

without pain.
"Aty condition may lie rnomlnitI happy la

which the arcount ir agsrreiite of pleawre ii

that of p.iin; and the dexre of li.tpplnes
tTepemls upon the ijuintity of this rices."
Paley: Moral lliUc-sophy- Ik. 1. eh. il.
HAPPY.

Prosrerou- -, su.eful: In prcr"5rous r 'or"
tenatc circumstances.

This point being settled, as fir as the dic-

tionary coos, the next question becomes.
What is the happiest period in life? The
dictionary doc? not attempt to answer that
question, but nearly every poet and met of
the other writers noiellsts. esajin, lec-tu- tp

writers, and some and
historians have tried it They sive smch

a variety of answers that it must be a very
particular person who cannot find some-

thing that expresses his idea. Some of the
definitions given by these writers are sub-

mitted herewith. And the following i what
some St. Iuis people have to say upon the
subject. Some of those Interviewed are well
known; their names arc given. Others are
either not well Known, or not known at all,
so far as the general public is concerned;
their names are not given:

: Childhood has no tor. boJlnas; but then. :
: It Is soothed by no memories of out- - :

: lived sorrow. George Eliot "The Mill :

: on the Floss." '

V. Ixuis Soldan, of St.
I.ouis public schools', takes this view of the
case, which may be counted as a point
scored In favor of childhood:

"For myself, my own age. whatever 't is.
whatever it has been, or whatever It may
be. is the happiest. But perhaps It Is not
so in all ea-- e. My observation leads me
to Lelleve that the happiest time in life
Is In the years between 2 and 1'. Then the
child has nothing to worry it. It is free
to enjoy life, without being
as older persons know for
the manner In which It enjoys it. I do not
say that the child's enjoyment I that of
ignorance, but rather that of freedom from
care.

"Then there Is the age when "he young
bird leaves the nest. That. too. is a happy
period of life. Care Is in the minority, and
happiness is in the majority. But even that
happy age. 1 think, is not so happy as Is

that of early childhood. Just as the child is
coming Into the capacity to understand and
enjoy."

: How beautiful is youth! how bright It :
": steam :

: With its illusions, aspirations, dreams! :
: Itook of lifcintiinxj. story without end. :
: Each maid a. heroine, e&ch man a friend! :

: In its sublime audacity of faith. :
: "Be thou removed!" ft to the mountain :
: saltli: :
: And with ambitious feat, secure and proud :
: Ascends the ladder leaning on the cloud. :

t Longfellow 'Moriturt Falutamus." :

William Marion Reedy, editor, litterateur,
bon vivant and thinks the
greatest happiness comes at a later age
than suggested by Irofcsor Soldan. He
says:

"Youth, by all means. Not childhood, but,
say, from 13 . 'Veil, I should put it this
way: As Ions: as a man feels young, as
long as he can take pleasure In hope. In
anticipation, in ambition. It Is not In

there Is a sort of melancholy-pleasur- e

in that, but when a man has only
the past to look upon and think of, he is
not at his happiest. Youth is the happy

UJHO THE
AMD IN TIIEIP.
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j from an genius of TO. ralhir
tr.an irom a man just turned ;i. with :ne
plaudits of the. world ringing in his ears,
and a hundred stage directors clamoring
for another play.

When he had finished his tirade, his man-
ner became more subdued: the tire of pas-
sion died out of his sunken eyes and gave
place, to the dreamy look of

"When I was quite a young man," he
said, quietly. "I wrote a play in one act.
It was called 'Les Pierrots."

"One night at an evening party, when
there, were many young ladles present, to 1amuse them. I read this little piece In
verse. De Feraudy of the Comedlo Fran-cals- e.

was there and heard me read It. and
was most and said that It
must be played at his theater, and asked
me to give him the manuscript to lay be-fo- ro

Clarette. the director. I

"I had written for the stage before then
a trifle for the Cluny Theater called 'Le
Gnnt Boux. I was 3) years old at tho- - time.
But there is nothing to be said about it ex-
cept that It was the first realization of a
dream that nlways haunted me as a child,
and that was that I must write for the
stage.

"And. shall I tell you what It was that
confirmed me. in the thought that. If I had
any work to do In the world. It was In
writing for the stage? The stray remark
of a critic whom I do not know, whom I
have never met. When, as a very young
rran, I published a volume of poems. "I,cs

Gustave Fllon thst Is the
name of the critic reviewing it in '.1Revue Bleue." wrote that he saw In my
peem a large promise of future success
In writing poetical plays for the stage. At
that time, though I had always wlehed to
write for the stage, I had never thought. Ihad never ventured to think, of writing
plays In verse. It seemed to mc very curi

HERMIT LIFE OF ROSTAND,

CYRANO DE BERGERAG'S AUTHOR.

The Famous Playwright's Reminiscences of His
Dramatic Work.
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I THE QUERY:
! A

To the TMitor of T- l- Republic.
People are glvir. to telling of "thc3e happy days." "down on the farm." "in childhood," "when we were bos," "when

I was youns" and all that. What do they mean by happiness? Is it In getting freckles on the face, cockle burrs in the hair,
sunburns on the back of the neck anil n licking on reaching home? Is It In getting for the first time into a high collar
and long trousers? Is it in falling In love, being Jilted a few times and then marrying? Is It in having kld.s about the house,
all of them to bo. regularly wahed, dressed and spanked, and all of them to take turns In scratching the furniture, tearing the
paper, yelling, squealing, falling downstairs and Kicking up an infernal racket generally? Is it in having money, wanting
money, getting money or losing money? Is It In throwing the lirpt lienu out of the front parlor, or in keeping quiet while the
courting is going on. paying the extra gas and coal bills without a murmur, and then "ponying up" for the expense-- of a swell
wedding? Is it in having a new set of Kids around one., after one set has been raised and married off? Is it In rheumatic
bones, which make winter n terror, find In obtrusive corpulency which makes funimer a hades? Is It, finally. In being too old
aril feeble to enjoy what one has, or to try to get anything cle. and in just waitinc'.for the toreador. Death, to step In and
put a finish to the great old bull fight. In which man is the bull and "the slings and arrows of outrageous fortune" are the
matadors? What is happiness, an) how, and at what time in life docs It come? A SOUKHJCAD.

period; and youth lasts as long as man
can love and hope and enjoy books and
people, and life and music and women.
And that is about all there is to it. Funny
thing to interview a man on!"

: Th- - iu of marriage arc the hejtrn on :
: earth. :
: LIfeV iaradl?e, creat ir!nee?s, the Foul's :
: quiet, ;

Mnews tf conconl. eirthly lmmoitality. :
: Kternily or pli auri-- . :
: John Ford "The Broken Heart." :

George J. Tansey. business man and
bridegroom, and an occasional dabbler in
politics, declares matrimony has a great
deal to do with the case, and that tne
present is the happiest time. He says:

"The happest time? The present, by all
means. What else I there to be happy
about except the parsing moment? The
present is the happiest period In the life
of the greater part of humanity, and I
don't mind saying so."

: 1

: Each season looked delightful a it rast. :
: JjmM rieattie "The Minstrel." :

) )

IT IS

Opinions on Happiness, Its

Ah! happy years! once mort who wouli
not be a boy! Byron, "Childc Harold."

Youth Is to all tho glad, season of life;
but often only by what It hopes, not by
what It attains or what It escapes.
Carlyle. "Essays."

. To bo young 16 to be one of the Im
mortals. Hazlett, "Tablo Talk."

Could I love less. I should be happier
now. Bailey..' VFestus."

What makes lire dreary Is a want of
motive. George Kliot. "Daniel Deronda."

From Ignorance our comfort flows;
The only wrctche-- are the wise.

Prior.

The sum of all that makes a just man
happy-Consis-

In the of his
wife.

Mas"lnger. "New Way to Fay Old
Debts."

" all who joy would win
Must share It happiness m born a twin.

Byron, "Don Juan."

Dometie happiness, thou only bliss
Of paradise that hast survived the fall!

Cowper. "Task."

,. 1. V
ous, thlf remark of his. and later on I re-

membered It.
"I have told you that De Feraudy was

enthusiastic about "I-- Pleirots.' and that
he took the manuscript away from tne and
gave It to Claretle to road. Claretle seemed
very vexed when the committee announced
their rieciflon. nnd when he brought the
vi rdict to his private room he added: "IJs-te- n.

Tou will lose nothing. Write nother
piece, and I will undertake that it shall
be accepted.' Then I grew bold, and said:
"It 1 write another piece. It will he a play
In three acts." Try to do so." said Claretle.

"So I et to work anrl wrote "Ies Ro-
manesques." I was 22 or 3 nt the time. It
was a light and airy piece, proceeding from
Marlvaux and under the influence of De
Banvllle. a piece cf sheer badlnige, I
read it myself to the committee. I trembled
as I entered the room. But as Foon as 1

reached the third line I was once
completely master of myself. 1 forgot my
public. I forget that Got was there, and
Febvre. and all the rest. I thought enly
of my piece, and I read on for myself
alone. The play was accepted. But then
came three years of waiting, during which

had no news whatever of my piece. That
Is to say, no good news, for I did

hear of It from my friends and
from actors at the Fraiealse, who tild
me that It was not a good play, anil ail vised
me to withdraw it. During the last year

was so tired of It all that I gave up hop-
ing, nnd riechkd to write another play. In
the meanwhile. f I wrote little, I burned
much.

"I have no method in my work, and no
regularity. That depends on my stat? .r
health, and I am never very well. Tlure
are times when such neurasthenia comiuin me that for weeks and months to-
gether I never leave my room. So there are
long, long periods when I write nothing.
When I do write it is usunlly in theivm-lns- s.

"While I was waiting for "Lcs Roman-
esques" to he produced, 1 began to write 'I.a
Princesse Iolntaine," :i somewhat mystical
and serious poem.

"After "Ia?s Romanesques' had been pro-
duced and proion a great success, I sub-
mitted "It Princesse lilntnine."

"Both the players and critics had put me
down as a comic writer, and the serious
work was not approved. The public was
xurprired that the play was not a merry
one. Sarcey had written of me as a modem

FROM TWO VIEWPOINTS
AS STATED BY PESSIMIST.

HOW VIEWED BY NOTED AUTHORS.

Samuel .M. Dodd, capitalit. lover of the
good things of life and practlcer of the art
of being cheerful, got back from a fishing
trip In the Adirondack? In llrcc to speak
after this fashion:

"I am not old enough yet to speak from
personal experience of the happiness that
rames to man in all his ages. I haven't
tried all the periods. But my opinion Is
that if J man takes care of himself, body
and mind, the older he grows, the happier
he becomes. I do not think there Is any
set period of happiness. I put it down that
every year added to his life makes a man
who lives properly Just that much hap-
pier."

"""" "

: Tru bai'itlnef-t- 'er entered at an eje; :
: True happlne? reside jn thine unsi-en- . :
: Yourg "XiKht Thoughts." :

A lady who is literary and writes about
books says happiness does not belong to
any stated period. "Happiness consists in
the way in which ohe takes life." she siys.
"Those who can see the funny side of
things are the happiest. They are the real
philosophers. 1 really think the happiest
period in one's life is when he or she hai
recovered from some real or Imagined

Causes and Its Periods, as
Novelists and Essayists.

Now happiness consists In activity; such
Is the constitution of our nature; it is a
running stream, and not a stagnant pool.

Good, "The Book of Nature."

Fixed to no spot l Happiness sincere:
'Tis nowhere to Ik-- found, or everywhere.

Pope. "Essay on Man."

The sweetest joy. the wildest woe is love.
Bailey. "Fcstus."

We are all born for love. It Is
the principle of existence, and Its only-en-

Disraeli. "Sybil."

Tains of loie be tweeter far
Than all other pleasures are.

Dryden, "All for Loie."
i

I.ovc. then, hath every bliss in store;

Not to know love is not to live.
Gay. "Plutus. Cupid and Time."

But there's nothing half eo sweet in life
A love's young dream.

Mcore, "love's Young Dream."

Oh. how cruelly sweet are the echoes that
start

When Memory-- plays an old tune on the
heart.

Eliza Cook, Journal.

,'

Regn.trd. and Regnard critics and public
wished me to remain throughout the whole
of my career. The failure of 'I--a Princesse
Ilntalni' dIcourngd me. I felt that I
was doomed to lie comic, or not to be recog-
nized at all as a playwright. I revolted
ngalnst this tyranny, and I said to myFelf:

1 mut set to work to get the right not to
be comic when it does not suit me to be
so." So I determined to write a religious
rlay. and that Ishow "La Samarltaine' came
to be written.

"Then came the success of 'Iji Samarl-
taine.' I only allowed It to be played during
IIolv Week, and though the prices of seats
were raised. It earned, relatively speaking,
more monev than even "Cyrano" does. But
what arfordei! me the most delight in its
success was that I had shown the public
and the critics, and hail convinced myself,
that I was not forced always to write com-

edies.
"All this time I had lieen carrying Cyrano

de Bergerac m my head. Ever since I wai
at school I had felt thit there was a play
ta bo written on the-- Hfp t Cyrano de
Bergcmc. dullt. warrior and author.
Even liefore 'Is Romanesques' was writ-
ten I had the Intention of wltlng a play
about him. But I had no action for the
piece. I thought of him always, anil I
read all thu has been written about hire

Bibliophile Jacob's book upon him, No-rlle- r's

eulogy, and. of course, every line of
his own work. I filled my head with his-

torical notes concerning him.
"Now and then I would write a few

verses, a tirade or to, nnd put them In
my drawers. So. that when I had founl
the plot of the action In which he was to
move. I had much of the play ready. I
wrote Cyrano simultaneously with "Ii
Samarltaine.' When I was In the midst of
the piece It occurred to me that the only
man In Franc who could play the part
was Coquelln. 'Cyrana" could not be played
at the Krancals. for there was no one there
who could art such a part, tir, rather, who I

could look the part like I'oquolln. I felt 90
convinced of this that I would not listen Ito my friend Feraudy, when he urged mo
to give It to the Comedle Francals. J had
believed that It would take with the public,
but 1 never dreamed that it would succeM
as It has done. It Is an unheard of thing
on the stage for a play written In rhyme
to run for more than - nights."

Then the conversation took another turn
to the purely personal. "I rarely ever go
out," he said. "I neier take any exercise.
I never go out for the mere ake of walking,
only when I have s definite object lu view.

)
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great sorrow, and can think and speak of It
as a pretty good Joke."

: "Without our hoies, without nyr far. :
: Without the home that ill;hted Ioe en- - :
: dears. :
: Without the smile from partial beauty :
: on. :
: Oh! hdt vhcrc man? A world without r. :
: run. :
; CampLei: "Pleasures of Hope." S

A man who writes for the newspapers
tried to be cynical when hi was asked
about the matter.

"What does the poet say? Something
about "When a man's married his troubles
begin, isn't it? Therefore, all before that
time Is full of happiness, while all after
that time I . But let us not speak of
that. Ferhaps childhood, when the mind
is unforraed and there l no such thing us
real thought consequently no worry, no
sorrow, n hate, no love Is the happiest.
After that period there come all the things
that make life miserable. Maybe happiness
is a sort of negative thing, after alt. being
the nothing that H temporarily left In one's
llfo during the abnormal absence of

Found in Writings of Poets,

When time who steals our years away
Shall steal our pleasures, too.

The memory of the past will stay
And half our Joys renew.

Moore, Song.

I count myself in nothing else so happy
As In a soul rememb'rlng my good friends.

Shakespeare. "Itlchard II."

So life's year begins and closes; T
Days, thoucb, shortening, still can shine; X

What though youth gave love and'roscs,
Age still leaves 1L1 friends and wine. J

'Moore. "Spring and Autumn."

To be TO years young Is sometimes far
more cheerful and hopeful than to be 40 '

years old. O. W. Holmes, on. the seven-- ,
ticth birthday of Julia Ward Howe.

Mankind are always happier for having
been happy: so that if you make them
happy'r.ow, you make them happy twenty

cnrs hence by the memory of It. Syd
ny Smith, Lecture on "BenevoKnt Affec- -
tions."

For it stirs the blood in an old man's
heart:

And makes his pulses fly,
To catch the thrill of a happy voice.

And the light of a pleasant eye.
N. I'. Willis, "Saturday Afternoon."

WtiOETHR

I am told that I ought to take exercise,
nnd I think that I shall begin fencing once
more. 1 hardly ever see anybody my wife
and children suffice me for company and I
have onlv otic or two frlend. I wish to bo
alone. I b quite without the pale of
the Paris world or letters. I belong to no
school or literary coterie, and I have never
written in any of the magazines In which
these coteries defend their special views on
nrt. I do not know what Is said of me
among my brother authors. I cannot mix
with people. 1 mu3tbealone."

Brides Very Much in Demand

Pennsylvania Csal Minen Make Importation
of Girls a Profitable Business.

RHPrnUC SPKC1AL.

Arnold City, Pa., June 9. An epidemic of
loveslckness Is sweeping disastrously-throug-h

the coke country here. Times are
good, money Is free and every miner in the
country wants a wife if he hasn't one al-

ready. So the Immigrant agents are doing
a land-offi- business, and pretty girls aro
flocking to Arnold City and the mining
towns hereabouts.

The population here is made up largely of
foreigners. Most of them have come but
recently: nearly all have left sweethearts In
the old country. Now that the average pay-I- s

J3 a day and over, those sweethearts are
wanted verv much, and those. Including
ones thHt didn't leave sweethearts behind,
are lieglnnlng to think that a wife would be
a very wise proposition.

And so a new phase of Industry has sud-
denly sprung up In the mining countrythe
Importation of marriageable young women.
To-da- y came a batch of thirty young girls.
Others arrived last week and more are ex-

pected by the next steamer. The agents of
the various lines know their business, too.
and "love In a cottage" and "man was not
bom to live alone" came to their lips qulto
easily.

Cal.l o nrnmtnpnt man trt,1i,. "Inl let
the Immigrant agent know. He can give
you your pick of from six to tlfty pretty
girls most any day. No girl can come to the
coke country these days without anywhere
from half a dozen to a score of offers In
marriage from good, hard-worki- young
men who want wtves and homes of their
own.

"I know of one girl who hnd three offers
from men sl"c had never seen before she
left the railroad station at Connellsiille.

"The supply Isn't anywhere equal to the
demand. If the supply of girls holds out,
there won't be a single man left in the coke
region, mark roy words."

; Hot pleafint It Is to bale money. ::
: heigh-ho- ! :
: How id 'aint It Is to haic money" :
: Arthur Hush Ornish "Alienator ab :
: Kxtra." :

Over on Tine street there Is a quaint old
character who sells Irm.inar. He pushes
his banana cart over I'ine fctreet from
Broadway to Jefferson avenue any number
of times a day, and with evety other step
lie cries:

"Ri-na-nu-

His opinion of the happiest period of his
life Is thus expressed:

"Aln-- a no hr.ppy! Work-- a all-- a Urn- -. Icome Tom Italla-wor- k-a dere. No happy
time! Jus" work-- a work-- a all-- a ttme-- a.

Stay dcre I work-a- . Come luie I work-a- .
I no" happy! Sometime I get-- a rich-ri- ch!jo back to Italla-- no work-- a no more-th- en
m:.be I lie happy- -I do' know! h'

r
. HarTIne?w nr ... n...,. .w..-- i. ..- - ....in ii.uif-- e e ;. naio r it. cn. by no mans In the tiny :

: """future keen.. . promises. tJeorce :. aird "Handsome Iawrnce." ;

.J?J"" younR matron naively answered:The future." Another said It was
tin re were sehooll-ook- tobother with. A third said It was in mother-hood "Kut I don't know, Ither." shorinded, "for the children area lot of bothereven though they ro a Joy."

Wh?EO halr ,a whl," nni' who hachildren and grandchildren, eUIroa thathappiness was at no stated period In life.
P"t mS. pepIe BrB haPPlMt Inyouth, said. "But many youni? peopledo not know they are happy. All or us atnil ages have a way of mainlfylna; ourtroubles and belittling our pleasures. Ican look back over the yeara and see whereI was happy and didn't know It. Of courseone way dispute a statement which' holds

that a person can be happy without knowing It. but If. happiness consists of free-
dom from Care- - the. statement Kn..l.l t i
good. I am fairly happy now.Elthough near-l- y

all my life Is behind me. I am happy Inmy sons and grandchildren, for In them I amliving over again the various periods ofmy earlier life. And they are happy, eventhough the sons have more cares than Icould wish them to have. I suppose thefact Is that there is no happiest period,
but that all lifetime Is more or less happy
and the degree of happiness is regulated bywhether a person treats life as a comedya romance or a tragedy."

One of the granddaughters of this gen-
tleman spoke with the accumulated wis-dom of seven years, when she declared: "fwill be happiest when I am married."

: all. Descending from the skies t7j,V,rn'l rnan. the godless. In her left :: Holds out this world, and In her right :t the next.
: Tour.s-"Xl- ght Thoughts." I

- - ....:
The foregoing are views) of life and ofliving. There is another side to the que-

stionone which is mcro discussed by
preachers than by laymen. It has to deal
with the happiness that seime deeply-religiou-

find In the approach of death
not because death Ls the end of life on
earth, but becau-- c it is the beginning or
existence In another world. Recently, in
the course of interviews upon a slightly
kindred subject. Archbishop John J. Kaln
and the Itcverentl Doctor John F. Cannon
dwelt upon this pbass of"""The Hanoloat

"Period." -
"I have seen dying people welcome the

approach of death." said the Archbishop,
"with all the Joy that a bridegroom would
show In welcoming his bride. I have In
mind the case of a young nun, who had
livee! a very devoted life. When told that
there was no hope for her recovery, she
appeared to be the most supremely happy
pcrson I have ever seen. Her face, pal
and wan from lllnesa. lighted up with a
smile of the rrreatest content; her lips
moved In a prayer of thankfulness, and she
went on to death with unquestioning faltn
and undeniable delight."

"I havo been present at a number or
deathbeds," said Doctor Cannon, "where
the dying man or woman gave every evi-
dence of supreme Joy at the approach of
death. They welcomed It as tjie begin-
ning of a greater, better, brighter, happier
life. They had faith and assurances of
being saved. Instead of recoiling from
ileatl.. they longed for It: they were happv
at Its nearness, and went to It with prayers
cf thankfulness and mute songs of glorifi-
cation."
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HENRY MEYER IN

The following letter was written by Mr.
Henry Meyer of this city, now in South
Africa, to his father, Mr. C. F. G. Meyer:

Bloemfonteln. April IS. I have had no
opportunity of writing to you since leav-
ing Cane Town to represent the cold stor-ag- o

company, which has the contract of
supplying the English Army with meat.

From Cape Town I went. In company
wlth Mr. Tregldga. to Kimberley, which
town so well resisted the siege of tho
Boers.

Arter a ten days' stay at Kimberley I of
was obliged to shift, with the object or
reaching Bloemfonteln by wagon route, but
just as I was about to start off. the mili-

tary
I

sent word that the enemy had cap-

tured a large convoy from them, and that
this route was no longer safe (nor has it
been used again since). I was. therefore,
obliged to make a long detour, packing my.

cape cart, four horses and help on railway
trucks and going by way of DeAar. Nasme-po- rt

and Norval's Pont to the Orange Free
State border. At Nerval's Pont I unspanned In
my cart, and by degrees worked my way
to Sprlngfontcln. and finally along the rail-
road to this plac".

In traveling from Norval's Tont to Spring-fonte- ln

I had most Interesting experiences, he
such as steeping at night in the open veldt,
with only a blanket around me. and the
starry heaven as a roof. The second day
of this little excursion I found that I was
the very first Kngllsh-speakln- g person who
was passing through all that section, and
that the entire district was. as yet, unpro-clalm- ed

by the English. With my heart a
bit higher up nnd nearer by throat than
it Is ordinarily I, nevertheless, pushed on of
and finally reached a magnificent country
estate. As we approached I could see
through my Held glass that people on the
estate were moving about rather excitedly, or
observing my movements through their Held
glasses, but as we came nearer all hu-

manity seemed to have disappeared, exctot--

IHfHEST Of MEM? HE VHOVAIOIS THE MEKIT OR OTli
PLEASURE 1AKES JOY, EVEN AS THOUfiH TWEREWOVN.
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iru? a 10 or 12 year-ol- d native lad. wha
nervously came out to the cart and offered
me his hand. Seeing that we were pleas-
ant to the lad others began to come, grow-
ing larger In size and older, and finally x.
well-dress- and highly intelligent lady
about my own age came out and asked
me In Dutch: .

"What do you wish, and where are thr'
English soldiers?"

I told hi--r that they were some distance
off and that we did not have any soldiers
with us. but were only stopping to partake

a glass of milk, if such they cared to sell.
We were asked to enter and were given
our milk. I commented upon the surprise

felt at finding so fine an estate so far
from ordinary means of communicating;!
with the outer world, and as they had re-
fused to accept pay for the milk, asked
whether I might knew the family name of
our host. The lady then told me that the
name was Grocblcr.

I said to her: "I am an American. At the
time of the World's Fair at Chicago I. with
other St, Louis merchants, entertained the
World's Fair Commissioners at a banquet

St. lOiiis. A Mr. Groebler from the Fres
State was my neighbor at the table. I pre-
sume he Is some relative of yoiirs."

The lady thereupon said: "Why. that was
my husband." She went into the house
and brought her husband out with her. and

proved to be the very same man I had
met. Wo talked over matters for awhile
and then proceeded with our drive. This
Mr. Groehler was the chief commandant of
all the Orange Free State forces during theearly part of the war. but. owing to his
horse falling and injuring his hip, he was
obliged to retire to his .farm.

I am now attached toLord Roberts's col-
umn, as agent for the Cold Storage ConA
pany, ana witn ms forcest the main body J

the l.nslish army, will proceed to Pre-- j
torla. which Is likely to be within a week, fBut. of course, we will be some time In
getting there. Any. letters to me to mr
Cape Town 1 O. box will reach me more!

less promptly.
I have been all over the country below

here, either In my cart or on iiorscbacky
buying cattle and shcey. " '
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